CHAPTER SIXTEEN
A happy Month in London

WE left Boston, my wife, Miss Symes and myself,
two or three days after the great function, and made
our way back to New York, where our first business was
to secure passages for England. My wife at the last
moment decided to stay on a week or two in Boston with
her many friends and relations there, and she accompanied
us to New York with the purpose only of seeing me off
to Southampton.
We spent a few days in the city, paying visits, one of
the most interesting of which I have always remembered
because it is my conviction that I was seated between the
two cleverest women I have ever met in any country of
the world. One was, of course, my hostess, Mrs. Melloney,
and the other Miss Dorothy Thompson, the wife of Sinclair
Lewis, who was known in those days as an exceptionally
brilliant journalist and who has since increased her reputa-
tion as a writer on political and economic subjects. Our
conversation a trois was intensely interesting to me, but I
was obliged to confess at the outset, as I have been com-
pelled to do on more than one occasion, that a story-writer
pure and simple, which is all I have ever claimed to be,
is generally an ignorant person so far as regards the great
economic questions of the day, and is also a little slow with
his tongue in the art of repartee. My companions, how-
ever, very charmingly adapted their conversation to my
level, although I fancy that Miss Thompson was a little
disappointed to find that I had never had the energy to
penetrate into the new Russia and to study her problems,
or to adopt a more H. G. Wells-like outlook upon life in
145                               *